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<e In this business of the blood-stained train. Yesterday there was no question of anybody but a fair man, who got into Leuthreau's compartment as the train was leaving Paris, and got out again, after killing the Mayor, at Montereau, after midnight. To-day, nothing at all about the fair man. Everybody saw somebody ; but no two of them saw the same thing."
Juliette barely raised her eyes to glance at this wretched fellow talking about the blood-stained train in the steam from his coffee. Even in the vulgarity of being fond of crime-stories he was not wanting.
" Hallo - really, this is pretty close to us."
" What is ? "
" Still, it's not really so close, after all. The rue Dailloud, Vaugirard way. It only goes to show what little notice people take of you, except when they want to do you harm.
ce c . . . Yesterday evening, in the hovel in question, at the foot of the stairs near the door, the body of a woman of about fifty was discovered. Death had taken place about a week ago. Examination of the body soon showed that it was a case of murder. The murderer must have employed both a blunt weapon and a sharp weapon. As a matter of fact, a knife bearing traces of blood was found near the body. The deceased, who lived alone, carried on a number of occupations. She dealt in pawn-tickets. She also told fortunes by cards. She may have had sources of income even less respectable. The hovel contained a certain amount of cheap silverware — in particular, plated spoons and forks, tied up in packets of a dozen, Although robbery appears to have been the motive of the crime, the perpetrator of the deed did not see fit to carry off this booty. He may have contented himself with taking loose money, together with a few objects of special value. Or he may have been disturbed and had to effect his escape before he had made a clean sweep.
" e Some surprise is felt that the crime was not discovered earlier. Without being very frequently visited, the hovel was the scene of a certain amount of coming and going.

